‘e Rind Yoa Have Always Bought, and which has been
ip use for over 30 years, has borne the signaiure of
and has been made under his per-

sonal supervision since its infancye
Allowno one to deceive youin this,
" AL Counterfelts, Imitations and  Just-as-gooid” are buf
Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of
m and Chiidren—Experience agn.tnst Experiments

What is CASTORIA

©astoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Pares
@orie, Drops and Socthing Syraps. It is Pleasant. 1I#
‘sontains neither Opium, Morphine mor other Narcotie
m Xts agze is its guarantee. It destroys Wormd
and allays Feverishness. It cures Diarrhcea and Wind
Oolie. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipalion
MMM It assimilates the Food, regulates the

and Bowels, giving healthy and matural sleepe

Children’s F'anacea—The Mother’s Fricnd. '

envine CASTORIA ALWAYS

Bears the Signature of

Iways Bought

In Use For Over 30 Years.
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102 2 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC MARKET
ornia Port or Sherry, 756 cents per gallon,
, Bherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine Wine, etc.
quart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
oking Brandy, Liquors, Cordials; Ale and Lager Beer.

lroo Delivery. Telephone 264-3

ER BURRY UP YOUR COAL ORDERS

ind let us put in your winter supply now. You’ll
ifsworth while—in dollars and cents.

_Fuel for all purposes—including split kindling.
Hygienic Ice—too.

NAUGATUCK VALLEY ICE CO.

TONIC AVENUE Down Town Office
!mmm 154 FAIRFIELD AVENUE

Try Sprague s Extra

ICE e LEHIGH COAL

| GRADE
COAL Spraguelce &CoalCo

East End East Washington Ave. Bridge
Telephone 710 ~

IREGDBY & GO, Ectoblished 17
COAL Main Office

262
Stratford Avenus

JOAL ——=and——WOOD
Flour, Grain, Hay and Straw, Jiousas
BERKSHIRE MILLS.

COAL 6UARANTEED

SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE

| just installed, and we invite customers to call at our yard

' . M see it in operation. Coal is advancing in price each
month at wholesale and must soon advance at retail.

HOWES,

Congress Street Bridge

NYTHING in a store that is worth selling is

worth advertising.
Let the public know what you have to ae]l
The cost is

A WOMAN'S
ENCHANTMENT

By William Le Queux

Copyright, 1009, by
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{Continued.)

“I—] regret, Mr. Ralston,” she an-
swered at last. “But you must re-
maln silent. for any word you utter
against yim would rveflect upon ny-
gelf.” Then, after a pause, she added,
“His arrest would mean my destruc-
tion—my self-destruction.”

“What—suicide?” 1 gasped,
again straight at her.

She nodded in the affirmative, while
her chin fell upon her breast as though
in shame.

A dead sllence fell between us. Could
this be the bright, happy girl who,
with her mother, had visited the Sti-
pletons and who had sat with me at
lyncheon? Could this be Eifrida,
whom Mpyra had afterward told me
was her best and most devoted friend?

I rose and paced the room. while she
sat with her chin still resting upon her
hand, her eyes fixed upon the rad car-
pet. Was it for tha purpose of telling
me this amaging story concerning
Granny Gough!s enemy that she had
contrived to come to London and seek
me? Or had she some ulterlor motive?

I glanced at her furtively. BShe was
sitting  silent, imnmvable almost
statuesque.

Suddenly I halted ﬁetore her, and,
bending slightly., Inquired in a low
vojee: “May I not know something
further, Miss Maynard? You are in
disfress, This man, whose master-
mind is of such ecriminal ineclination,
holds you in his thraldom. You wish
to escape. Is that not so?"

She nolided.

“Then may I not assist you? Gar-
shore is Myra's enemy; hg is Gough's
enemy, as well as yours. Cannot we
combine for the purpose of bringing
him to justice?”

"No,” she responded quickly, *“Do
not suggest any such thing, for my
sake!"

“And why?"

She paused. Then at last, lifting her
eyes to mine, she said: “Because—be-
cause if he falls into the hands of the
police he will maks a charge against
me—a disgraceful charge,” she ecriad,
bursting suddenly into a flood of tgars
—*a charge that I could never face!"

staring

CHAPTER XXII.
In Which I Make a Promise.

I stood there before her in silence,
To what hidden chapter in her history
had she referred? 1 recollected her
words of half an hour before, when
she had told me that Granny was the
victim of the scoundrel Garshore. ““The
vietim of untoward clrcumstances—
ke myself,” she had declared.

Had the charge that she dared not
face—the charge which, if made, would
—she plainly told me—bring self-de-
struction upon her, any connection
with the mysterious affair in Redcliffe
Gardens?

It has been alleged that she was the
only living witness against Granny,
and yet, in face of her statement to
me. how could that be?

That she feared this man Cecil Wil-
loughby, allas Rufford, alias Garshore,
and alias a dozen other names, was
only too apparent. Yet If she dared
not allow me to assist héer, why had
she faced & breach of the convenances
and come here to my rooms alone?

Her manner, and the fear possessing
her, puzzled me greatly. What secret
lary behjnd thoss dark, luminous eyes?

I changed the subject and spoke of
Granny, expressing wonder regarding
his present wheregbouts,

“Myra told me that he is abroad, she
thinks. She has not heard from him.”

“Garshore i his enemy,” I remark-
ed, with a slight sigh.

“1 know!"” she exclaimed, her eves
flashing qulekly. *I know that Mr.
Gough has fled in fear.”

“"Why?"

She shruggad her shoulders in pre-
tense of ignorance. But fixing my
eyes upon her, I urged—

“Come, Miss Maynard, -why not ba
frank with me? Why do you fear this
man Garshore’'s vengeance?”

“He—he was once my lover,” she
said in 'a low voice, ecarce above a
whisper. »

#And what, pray, does that matter?”
I asked. “Yon discovered his real
mode of life and abandoned him, as
was but natural. He posed % you as
.an honest man.”

“Yes. But—"

“But what?"

“I know too well the relentlessness
of his revenge if he fell again into the
hands of ths police.”

“And are vou to be sacrificed mere-
Iy because a clever detectlve officer
ldentifiles him?" I cried. “This is
monstroas!™

“If he is arrested no argument will
avail to turn him from the bellef that
it was owing to my information.”

"Why?

“Because It is so greatly to my per-
sonal interest that he should be sent
back to prison,”” was her answer.

“You mean you would then be free
from this thraldorg of a criminal, eh?”

“Exactly,® she answered. ‘That is
why you must swear, Mr. Ralston, to
keep this knowledge to yourself. You
will do so, won't you?"’

“Well, if you insist, I suppoge I must
preserve the secret—onkpy——"

“And you will not tell even wour
closest friend, Mr. Gough. Remember,”
sh= added, ‘““vou have given me—an
unfortunate girl—a promise. And the
carryving out of that promlse means—
means to me my lHfe!™

She had risen stiffly at these words,
anfl was looking into my face with a
deep earnestness euch as I had never
before seen there.

S8he held out her band, and I was
compelled to grip it in confirmation of
my pledge of secrecy. It's touch again
thrillad me, How could T betray the
woman I loved—even though upon her
rested @ mysterious shadow—the shad-
ow of a gulilt that must be revealed if
this man Garshore were drrestad?

And it was, ahe had.declared to me,

The mystery was growing deeper
every moment. Was it possible that
sha had been fealous of that woman
who was dressed as Lydla Popesou,
and that her jealousy had led her to
become assoclated In that despleable
assassination? i

Surely she was not a murderesa?
No. I would never belleve that—rnév-
er! When one Is ln love, one will ae-
cept nothing detrimental to one’s div-
inity.

“I think, Miss Maynard)” I said, still
holding her tiny hand. “that you
might speak plainer to me. Ybu and
I are now friends. A bond exists be-
tween us—the bond of secrecy. My sole
desire Is to protect my friend Gough
and yourself from the evil designs of
this master-criminal.”

“That will, alas! be Impossible,’”" sh
sighed. *Mr. Gough is already hunted
by the police. Garshore has told them
the truth.”

“Regarding what?"

“Regarding the charge now
against him," was her answer,

“They say that—that you were wit-
ness of that dastardly crime at Red-
cliffe Gardens.” I said in a low voice.
“Is that the truth?"

“Garshore has made that statement.
I cannot deny i

"Why""

“Because—because I dare not!”" she
exclaimed  breathlessly, her hand
trembling In mine. *“Ah, Mr. Ralston,
you do not know what I have suffer-
eéd, what I am now suffering! I am
fettered—bound hand and foot. I dare
not speak—iI dare not tell the truth,
because it would mean I should lose
my life through doing so."”

“Ys there no wav out of this?" I
asked. Tlooking into those beautiful
eyes of hers. .

“None,” she replled, shaking her
head sorrowfully. “At least, only one.”

“One!" T erfed. "“And what 18 that?"”

“By clearing Mr. Gough of the ter-
rible charge against him—the charge
of murder,” was her answer. "But,
alas! you can never do that.”

“"Why?" I gsked. “Is it because he
ie really zuilty?"

“I am not his judge" was her re-
sponse. *“I will say, nothing.”

This reply wasg, te say the least, ex-
traordinary. It conveyed to me the
fact that Granny was guilty, and that
it was true, as alleged, that she was
an actual witngss of the tragedy.

My one and sole deeire was to hold
Garshore within the hollow of my
hand. ¥et by gy promise to Fifrida
I was prevented; rendered powerless,
Much of the story of Rufford, the
master forger, had been related in the
newrpapers. I recollected having read
it, but never had I dreamed that Ruf-
ford was identical with Ralph Gar-
shore, the concession hunter, who had
g0 cleverly filched & fortune from

laid

"Granny Gough'’s fingers.

Apgain the story of that midunight
trasedy in Redcliffe Gardens was be-
coming more compHeated and more
mysterious. Gough's demeanor that
evening down at Sydenham was de-
cidedly that of a guilly man. Yet, he
being my friend, 1 refused to hold him
in suspiclon., Where was he now?

If he had really escaped the vigl-
lance of those two men who had found
him hidden at Colsterworth why had
he not communicated with me? '

Even iIn that very small fact was
mystery inexplicable!

From Eifrida I could gather nothing
further, I released that hand, the con-
tact of which cansed my heart to beat
quickly, and stood looking at that
beautiful but troubled countenance
with the downeast eyes, not knowing
what to believe. What could I think?
What would you, my reader, to whom
I am here making this heart's confes-
sion, have thought? ]

I tried to mather the reason she had
visited me there. I questioned her
further, but she seemed to have chang-
ed her mind. She had now resolved
not to act as first Intended.

My chief thought was of Grmmy

Was he gullty?

She extended towsrd him a friendli-
ness, it was true. Nevertheless, she
did not deny him guilty. She had mere-
!y replfed that she was not his judge.

That hour was, indeed, & most mo-
mentous one In my career., I loved
this woman—ay, loved her as I had
never loved any woman in all my life.
She held me In her power. She pos-
sessed my very soul.

Yet she stood aloof from me. 8She
had been attracted by—perhaps, in-
deed, loved—that man whosg dierepu-
table past she had succeeded in un-
velling—that man whom she dared not
denounce becausg. of this “disgracesul
charge'” that he could make and sus-
tain successfully against her.

I_took her slim hand again, and,
looking Into her dear fathomlese eyes,
asked her to consider me her frlend—
/her firm, devoted friend.

“I will, Mr. Ralston,”” she promiged
in a faltering volce, dropping her eves
to the floor.

"“Then tell me frankly why wyou have
called here ¢o sece me?”

She hesitated, searching
evasive answer.

“Because—well, because 1 wished to
warn you against Garshore.”

“I had already been warned.” T said,
with an Iincredulous smile. “Gough
had warned me."

“He told you about—about that wom-
an?" she asked, looking at me guickly.
The ~emphasis she placed upon those
final words, '""that woman,"” was rather
curious, I thought. o

“Yes,” I replied. *“But tell me™ I
urged, “who was the woman who—
who died so suddenly in Redcliffe Gar-
dens?”

“Whno was she? How do I know?"
she asked blankly, her face growing
paler,

“But you were witness of the
tragedy!” I cried. “Have you not ad-
mitted that, Miss Maynard?".

“I haveeI've admitted nothing.” she
asserted quickly. "“You have misun-
derstood my words.”

“Then pardon me,' I sald. “But I
wished only to ask you a question,
You have told me many things in strict
ecgnfidenca to-day. May I not know
the identity of the dead woman?' I
asked her, logking straight into her
face.

She started and averted my gaze,
By that 1 saw her intention to pre-
serve some secret from me.

I am unfortunate in jignbrance,”
she answered.

“Have you ever heard of Lydia Pop-
esen in eonnection with Garshore"’ I
asked.

for an
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Uneeda Biscuit

are made from the finest flour and the
best materials obtainable—

That Makes them an ideal

FODD

Uneeda Biscuit

are baked in surroundings where clean-
liness and precision are supreme—

That Makes them

Uneeda Biscuit

are touched only once by human hands
—when the pretty girls pack them—

That Makes them

Uneeda Biscuit

aresealedinamomturepmctpackago—

I belleved the woman now dead to be
Lydia. But she apparently was not!”
she sald.

“You belleved her to be Lydial!" I
cried.
on!”

“Tell me, Mr.
she really was."

I was compelled to admit my ignor-
ance, whereupon she .smiled Incredu-
lously

By this cenversation one fact was
established. $he had been misled re-
garding the {dentity .of the woman
who had died by means &o secret that

Ralston—tell me who

¢doctors and anlysts had beeg baffled,

the woman against whom my own
knife had been taken but abandoned.

At last, apparently finding herself too
closely pressed by my questions, and
with a firm resolve not to carry out
themobject for which she had paid me
that spcret®visit, she declared that she
must go. Her mother, she said, was
at the Mestrofole awaiting her for
lunch=on. ¢

“Then you have nothing more to say
to me?’ I asked. as she again took
my hand in farewelll

“f think not, Mr. Ralston. Only, of
course, 1 would ask you to 1emgard my
visit as a confldential one. T "do not
wish Myra to know that we have met
here. And—and, above all, reeollect
yvour promise to say nothing of what
I have told you concerning Ralph Gar-
shore "

“If It be your wish, Miss Maynard, I
will not,” I assured her, in an earnest
voice. “Good-bye.”

“Good-bye,” she said. ‘‘Remember
vour promisa,” . .

“Teil me.” I asked, 'Granny Gough
is really your friend, is he not?"

“Yes," she replied, "he iz, If I could
secure his freedom I would; but—but
I fear thet is impossible—utterly Im-
possaible.”

And with a swish of her skirts
passed out of my flat and down
stairs,

From my window, I watched
walk down St. Martin’s lane in the
direction of the Metropole, where her
mother awaited her. As I watched
that neat-waisted figure in blue with
the gay summer hat strange thoughts
aceurred to me.

Those who passed her and cast ad-
miring glances Into her beautiful
countengpee little dreamed the truth—
that she, a mgre girl, was held in the
‘thralldom of one of the cleverest crim-
inals of modern times.

Ah! the human tragedies thmt pass
on every &ide amid the frantic bustle
of the London streels. 4

I loved my daimty, dark- eyed divin-
ity. But between us lay a great and
formidable breach—a mysterious and
dastardly erime af which she had been
a2 ‘witness and of which Granny Gough,
my best friend, was suspected. I

I strode bagk across the room, beside
myeelf with tic fear.

Had that woman—th= only woman
1 had. eéver seen that I could -really
love—siinped from my life forever. I
looked around at the four walls of my
room, dismal. even though a streak of
faint London sunlight slanted acrosg
it, and felt imprisoned there.

A blank existed in my life—a blank
that could be filled only by Elfrida
Meaynard—my goddess, my well be-
loved! Hitherto I had sneered at the
sentimental man who feil into the
toilsa of a pretty woman. But that
day, for the flrst time in all my life,
I knew what the passion of love reslly
meant—I experienced the sepsation of
a seared heart.

I had haltgd at my writing table and
taken up the telephone receiver to call
up Cunliffe when of a sudden the door
bell rang again.

I found there a telegraph messenger,
and the message he handed me was of
such a character that the lad must
have thought me seized by a sudden
madness,

I gave him sixpence and banked the
door. :

Then I reread those printed words
upon the green *‘tape’” pasted upon the
white form. as all foreigm messages
are In London.

And those ominous, fateful words al-
tered the whole course of my future.

I became & changed man.

she
the

her'

CHAPTER XXIII,

Across Europe,

Till nearly 4 o'clock I waited.

I knew that the moment § put my
noge outside into §f Martih's lane I
should be closely followed by one gr
other of the men from Scotland Yerd
told off to keep me under surveillance.

It was necessary for me 1o escape

“Then you were imposed up-

from London uanobgerved, and with

(Continued on Page 1)

Sold September 10, 11, 12. Return September 18, Inclusive
DENVER AND RETURN $ 55.50
Sold Septegnber 30, October 1, 2, 3. Return Ocwpber 31 |
SEATTLE,SAN FRANCISQD,LOS ANGELES AND RETURN slm“

‘ Sold Daily. Return Novefiber 10

Colonist Rate, Sold September 14 to October 14

Piverse routes and liberal stop-over privileges.
Full information by addressing or call on N. W. Pringle, N.E.l'.l_

A, No. 80 Church Street, New Haven, Corm.

THE WAY OUR

HARNESS IS MADE

accounts for its dgwbility. “
plece of leather, every stitch taken .--'
carsfully gone over. "

THE INSIDE 18

AS GOOD AS THE OUTSIDE

and a glange will show you how fins
that is. We handle neither imitation
leather harness nor that put together = &
in any but the best manner. Our h&f . g |
ness is safe to use. Think that over. .

The Wooster-Atkinson' Co. i

T T

THIS MEANS YOU! |
A POINTER |

How To Improve anmess_

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO 4N UP-TO-DATE,
MODERN BUSINESS, 1§ A SELECT
AND WELL-PRINTED ASSORT-
MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
“A MAN ISJUDGED BY THE COM-
PANY HE KEEPS.” [THE BAME
RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

The Farmer Publishing Co.

Book and Job
Printers . ...

21 Fairfield Ave.,  Bridgeport, Coma.




